A PSYCHOLOGICAL ROMANCE,                51

* No5 sir, I cannot draw, nor indeed do I understand art.
but 1 love every thing which is beautiful.'

' Ah! a comprehensive taste,' and he gave me the port-
folio.

4 Oh!' I exclaimed, ' how beautiful!' for the drawing
turned out, not as I had anticipated, a lean skeleton pencil
sketch, but one rapidly and richly coloured. The abbey
rose as in reality, only more beautiful, being suffused with
a warm light, for he had dashed in it a sunset full of
sentiment.

* Oh! sir, how beautiful!    I could look at it for ever,
it seems to me that some one must coine forth from the
pass of those blue mountains.    Cannot you  fancy somo
bright cavalier, sir, with a flowing plume, or even a string
of mules, even that would be delicious ? '

tBravo! bravo! my little man,' exclaimed the stranger
shooting a sharp scrutinising side glance. i You deserve
to see sketches. There! undo that strap and open the
folio, for there are many others, and some which may please
you more.'

I opened it as if I were about to enter a sanctuary. It
was very full. I culled a drawing which appeared the
most richly coloured, as one picks the most glowing fruit.
There seemed a river, and many marble palaces on each
side, and long, thin, gliding boats shooting in every part,
and over the stream there sprang a bridge, a bridge with a
single arch, an ancient and solemn bridge, covered with
buildings. I gazed upon the scene for a moment with
breathless interest, a tear of agitating pleasure stole down
my cheek, and then I shouted, c Venice ! Yenice !'

1 Little man,' said the stranger, ' what is the matter ? '

* 0! sir, I beg your pardon, you must think me very
foolish indeed. I am sure I did not mean to call out, but
I have been longing all my life to go to Venice, and when
I see anything connected with it, I feel, sir, quite agitated*
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